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"1 want to apologize for what I did
in Berlin, or rather for coming to
BerloaV he began. "I w as wrong and
I beg your pardon."

"That is not the offence for which
you should crave forgiveness," said
.Jessie Cardeu. Scorn was in her voice
and a warning flash iu her eyes.
"Your intrusion in Berlin was inso-
lent, but it was in harmony with a
greater affront which precofied it,
and one of which no gentleman would
be guilty, if you have nothing more
appropriate to say. leave me, sir!!"

"I have; I have!" cried Morris, cow-
ering before her gaze. "Pray be seat-
ed, Miss Carden, and and give me a
chancel "

"I should not," she said coldly.
"I know tho time you mean, Miss

Carden." His face flushed a deeper
red and he looked at her with ap-

pealing eyes. "You mean that affair
at the clambake. I was intoxicated,
Miss Carden. It's a hard word, but
I'm going to bo honest and throw my-

self on your mercy. I am very, very
sorry; really I am, Miss Carden, and
I want to be your your friend."

She longed to spurn his prayers
and to ask him to take pack the white
locks from above her lather's brow
and remove tha stain of disgrace.
She realized that the man who had
crushed her father was now in her
power, and felt that triumphant joy
which only a woman can know. But
it wounded and tortured her pride to
think that. Morris dared aspire to her
love. She charged the sacrifice sho
was about to make against the ac-

count of a future revenge, and turned
to him with a softer light in her eyes.

"I should not fori Ive you," she said.

papa dear, but you must not worry
in the least over me. I have money,
papa: lots and lots of money. I hav.e
saved nearly two thousand dollars out
of my allowance. We shall get along
famously."

That evening, in the modest apart-
ments he had rented, General Carden
told Jessie the story of his downfall.
Randolph Morris was his principal
creditor, and negotiations were then
In progress by which he hoped to
transfer his L. & O. stock to Mr. Mor-
ris, in consideration of a loan which
would enable hint to settle with his
minor creditors.

"if Mr. Morris refuses to extend this
accommodation I shall be iu lasting
disgrace," faltered General Carden.

Jeeaie Carden had listened quietly.
Until that day she had given little
thought to the problem which ever
confronts tho great mass of mankind

how shall we live, wherewithal shall
we be fed, clothed and housed? The
little room in which they sat looked
mean and want-haunte- Tho faded
carpet, the cheap wallpaper, the taw-

dry decorations, the low and marred
ceiling, the wailing of a sick child
through the thin partition, tho odor
Of B kitchen, the rumble of traffic over
a cobblestone pavement surely this
WM dream from which she would
awaken to find herself In the stately
mansion on the great boulevard.

Yet It was not a dream. At tho
sour.d of the name of Arthur Morris
tho past and the present, stood before
her in glaring colors. She must be
brave: she would bo brave. With that
superb insignt Which nature gives to
woman, the plot devised by Arthur
Morris lay bare before her eyes. Her
father was enme shed in the net which
had been set for her. To release him
must, she be caught in the toils?

The Bilhops had purchased a
in New York, and there was

waiting for Jessie a letter from her
aunt inviting her to spend April and

HOW JACK LONDON "A.tKIVfcD."

Popular Author Struggled Hard for
High Position Hs Holds.

Jack London, the fascinating short-'or- y

writer and brilliant war corre-
spondent, now at the front, ra but
twenty-eigh- t years old. Threo years
ago he was unheard of by tho reading
world. To-da- he is read everywhere,
is sought by publishers, and the pages
of the magazines, from The Century
down, are open to him.

Tho story of how he "arrived."
how he first set foot upon tS
stepping-ston- e to success, ho
tells in Tho Editor, the New
York magazine for literary workers,
incidentally giving tho latter class
some excellent advice. Here are a
few of his terse, pregnant sentence"'

Work! Don't wait for some; good
Samaritan to tell you, but dig It out
yourself.

Fiction pays best of all.
Dpn't write too much. Don't dash

off a 0000-wor- d story before breakfast.
Avoid tho unhappy ending, the

harsh, the brutal, the tragic, tho horri-
ble if you care to see in print tho
things you WTita.

Keep a notebook. jT, avel with it.
oat with it, sleep witW it. Slap into
it every stray thought that flutters
up into your brain.

"As soon as a fellow sells twop&r
three thing;; to the magazines," says
.l.o k London, "his friends all ask him
how he managed to do it." and then
he goes on, in his own racy way, to
tell how it happened to him.

Ho had many liabilities and no as-

sets, no income and several mouths
to feed. He lived in California, far
from the great publishing centers,
and did rot know what an editor
looked like. But he sat down and
wrote. Day by day his piio of manu-
scripts mounted up. He ha I vague
ideas, obtained from a Sunday supple
ment, that a minimum rate of $10 a
thousand WOdS was paid, and figured
on earning $000 a month, without
overstocking the market.

One ni( suing the postman brought
nim, Instead of the usual hmg, thick
manuscript savelope, a short, thin
one. He couldn't open it right away.
It seemed a sacred thing. It con-

tained the written words of an editor
of a big magazine. When, mod'i as
ever, he hod figured in his mind, .what
the offer for this 4000-wor- story
would be at the minimum rate $40.
of course he opened the letter. Five
dollars!

Not having died right then and
there, Ifr. London Is convinced that
he may yet qualify as an oldest in-

habitant. Five dollars! When? The
editor did not stat-

But, by and by, in the course of its
wanderings, one of his stories reached
an editor who could see the genius of
Jack London, and had the patience to
penetrate beneath the husk of ward)
Introduction and discover the golden
grain.

Here is the incident, that proved
(ho turning point, in Jack Tendon's
literary career, as he so graphically
tells it:

"Nothing remained but to get out
and shovel coal. I had done it be-

fore, and earned more money af'.
I resolved to do it again, and 1 cer-tainl- y

should have done it, had It not
been for The Black Cat.

"Yes. The Black Cat. The post-
man brought me an offer from it for
a 4000-wor- d story which was more
lengthy than strongthy, if I would
grant permission to cut it down half.
Grant permission? I told them they
could cut it down two-halve- s if they'd
only send the money ulong, which
they did. by return mail. As for the
$. previously mentioned. I finally re-

ceived it, after publication and a great,
deal of embarrassment, and trouble."

And the rate he received for his first
Black Car story was nearly 20 times
what the fhe-dolla- r editor paid!

Nor is Jack Ixmdon the only writer
who has been lifted from obscurity to
prominence by the lucky Black Cat.
which, as the New York Press has
truly said, has done more for short
story writers and short-stor- y readers
than any other publication.

Each of its famous prize competi-
tions has brought new writers to the
front. In its most recent, tho $'J,10(
prise was won by aiming Texan who
had never before written a story', and
the SCCOnd, $1,300, went to a lawyer's
wife in an obscure Missouri town.

It. has just inaugurated another con-tea- l

in which 110,000 will be paid to
writers in sums of from 1100 to 1J500.
This will, no doubt, add many new
names to the list of those who have
"arrived" through its recognition.

The conditions are announced in tho
current of The Black Cat, and
will also be mailed free to any gSJS
by tho BhortStory Publishing Com-
pany. Boston, Mass given those who
cannot write a Winning story them-l- i

hres maj arn $lu by plving a time-
ly tip to some friend who can.

Hut all should bear in mind that It
will be entirely oseioss fo: any 'oar
to send a story to Tho Black Cat
wlthOWt first reading and complying
with all tho published conditions.
Here is a chance for the reader to dig
dollars out of his brain, for what Ufa
does not at least contain ono taio
worth tollinR?

BEST
WE ARE THE PEOPLE!

We of the United States are Ameri
cans. We aro the people. But are
not the Canadians and Mexicans also

(Americans? Aro they not also the
people?

Europeans have long said "Yes."
We of the United States have long
said "No."

Now comes Archibald It. Colqu-hou- n

in his "Greater America" to for-

tify us in our answer. He writes of
tho United States of America and its
dependencies alone, and he speaks of
them as "America" without qualifica-
tion.

"There is no other country," he
says, "which could be spoken of as
America." Ts

And that is true. There are Mexi-
cans, Canadians, Brazilians, Chilians,
etc., but these are Americans only in
the geographical sense. In the politi-
cal and national sense only the peo-nj- e

of the United States are Ameri-
cans.

The name is ours, and ours alone
by rl.ht of prior use and example to
the rest of tho Western world. But
for us the names of the other Ameri-
can republics would have no national
meaning at all would be mere geo-

graphical expressions.
We made the Western hemisphere

politically different, nationally differ-
ent from Europe. We made it distinct
in fact.

For those who have followed U3 we
have every respect, but at present
there is only one American people
only ono American nation and we
are that people. Chicago Inter
Ocean.

NEED OF THE FARMER.

The farmer must learn to place a
cash value upon his own time and
labor and know where they are

and what results they pro-

duce. He must learn to think of the
dairy cow as a machine for manufac-
turing clover, etc., into milk a ma-

chine that Will do its best work when
kindly treated, sheltered fTOO storms
and fed a balanced ration. The small
plots of idle ground should be made
to produce something that, will sell In
the market or supply the family table.
The waste products of orchard, gar-
den or grain field should be turned
Into pork, mutton or poultry, while
everything that can serve no better
purpose should, if possible, add fer-
tility to tho soil. Rotation of crops
should make summer fallowing un-

necessary and $10 worth of apples
should not be lost for the want of $1

worth of spray. -- Portland Oregonian.

SPIRIT OF RECKLESSNESS.

Many, probably most of the seal
dents on American railways of all
kinds are duo to recklessness. The
same is true of accidents from other
vehicles. Manifestations of this dis-

position are to be oen on every side.
Coachmen exhibit it by driving heavy
carriages at full speed around the
most busy and crowded corners of
large cities. Messenger boys show-i- t

by propelling their bicycles like
mad whenever they &t t where there
seems a good chance to run anybody
down. The automobile chauffeur acts
as If it. was no part, of his business
to look out for people ahead of him.
and apparently think.-- ; that the man
or woman whom In- runs down re-

ceives only his or her deserts for get-tint- ;

in the way. Everybody who oper-a- t

any sort of a vehicle, from tho
locomotive engineer to the laborer
or clerk hurrying to his work on a
motorcycle) seems to have become
possessed with the Idea that it is his
business to ro as fast as he ean. but
no part of. his business to take care
that he dOOSnM kii; anybody. This
combination of speed madness with
recklessness is OSUSlng more casu-

alties in the Patted States than all
other causes together. Kenans City
Journal.

EDWARD'S FOOT DOWN.

The English legation in the Servian
capital has been broken up. The house
BUS been vacated and .the staff
dispersed to other capitals and the
British Minist.T. Sir QaOTge Bonham.
wiil go elSCWhOTe. Kin;; Edward VII.
informed the Servian government that
Great Britain did not consider the pro-

motion of the officers personally eon-corne-

in the assassination of King
Alexander aud Queen Draga from
their posts at court to higher offices
in the army and in the state, as a

for the outrage perpetrated
last summer. After a long suspen-
sion diplomatic relations are now per-
manently closed. This Is an example
which other powers of Europe may
have to follow. The awful murder
and the protection, of the murderers
by the man who was the beneficiary
Of the assassination is too much for
civilization. King Edward will be re-

spected In all seetions where decent
people thrive, for delivering this re-

buke. There have been kiiiRs of En-

gland who have bees bloody and re-

vengeful, but they were long before
tha days of Edward VH. and very lit-

tle of their blood rnns in his veins.. Ed-

ward is a modern king. The longer
Other rulers postpono action as to
1ST Thl tha harder will it be for them
to wipe out the disgrace which
ready sticking to them. Chicago

Chapter XVII. Continued.
MorriH stood 11 few steps back of

Jessie and dovoured her with his cyt's.
He noted (ho soft folds of her hair,
the rounded curves of her neck, and
a., ono spell-houn- watched her deft
fingers as they glided over the surface
of the sketch booh.

With a little Sigh of disappoint meat
lie dropped the folio on her lap.

Not in months had she drawn with
leu skill. What could ho the matter!
She i. it. oppressed and under some ma-

lign influence. Instinctively she
turned and looked squarely into the
ardent eyes and eager lice Of Arthur
Morris. With an involuntary cry of
Kurpri o. fear and vexation, she sprang
t; ii. r teat, the i ketch book failing to
the floor.

"Why, Miss Carden!" exclaimed
Morrla, with stimulated astonishment.
"Really, this is an unexpected pleas-
ure. 1 am delighted to meet you. Per-
mit mc " And he picked up the
uk itch book, bowed, and extended his
hand.

In these brief seconds Jessie had
regained her "You
have surprised me, Mr. Morris," f?ho

said quietly, ignoring his proffered
hand. "You must be aware that this
is not a public reception room. We
t an talk without disturbing any one in
the lobby."

A minute later they were in the
OOmpaxailTOly deserted cuter hall.

"You havo no right to follow me
bore or to annoy me by your atten-
tions," said Jessie Carden, confront-
ing him with flashing eyes. He fum-
bled nervously at his watch charm.

"It was purely accidental, I assure
you." he stammered.

"Your arrive! was nnuounced in the
Berlin papers," said Jessie, coldly. "I
learnt d this morning that, you bribed
my servants, and realized that au ih- -

terview frith you wai inevitable, but
1 did not think you would presume
to intrude your presence during my

tudy hours. You take an unfair
of an accidental acquaintance.

Tha' acquaintance was terminated last,
summer by your ads and conduct, and
I have no desire, to renew it. You
have had the education and oppor-
tunities' of a gentleman, and must re-
spect my wishes."

31 U nor! and entered the gallery.
Morrl stood at if riveted to the Boor

dazed, ashen-face- d and speechless.
Obeying a wild Impulse, he rushed
after her. but halted at Mm door.
With a smothered oath he retraced his

i, end hailing hie coachmen, drove
through Untcr dec .landed.

For the aecond time in his life the
fad ad bet forced upon him that
ihm ectc ambitions beyond the reach
Of his money. The. thought envenomed
him. Again he made a vow that Jessie
'ardu should he his. Mis boav lips

parted la a sullen smile as he pictured
her surrender. Tho longer it was de-

layed the sweeter would be his tri-

umph.
Th morning train for Peril had

Arthur Morris for n passenger. It was
iUOnthl before he returned to New
York to become a junior partner in
the firm Of Knndolp Morris ft Com-

pany.

CHAPTER XVIII.

Diplomacy.
Afte. au absence of two years Jessie

Card u looked forward with pleasure
to :i uome-comia- 8he had bidden
her Instructor! and friends adieu, and
wai aboat waring Berlin for a brief
visit to Parle, when she received a
cablegram from General Garden, ro-f-

itiui her to return homo at once.
The m CUSign wax so worded that
Jesali ires mystified, bat not shinned,

Afte:- a stormy oyngo, the liner
attaint d into Beaton harbor, and Gen
erjtl Carden Clasped his daughter in
his nrme. At first glaace she hardly
roe nixed Mm. His face was drawn.
ami the dart hair and beard had
tarned U silver-pray- .

"You will he brave, my pet." he
Mid hit voice choked with emotion.
"I have Std news for you. Jessi

"There can be no very nad news,
papa dear, so long as you are alive."
aid M sle. With a wonriu's iut nil i"ii

hhi gSM WSd the I ruth.
"1 em mined. Jessie' My bank has

fail'l. and my foil tin pt away.
That i - not nil. Our old home is in

the handa of ilieditOf I and I am I
bankrupt a bankrupt at lh au of
lif1-- ."

lessta bravely thrTOgB bet
tears,

I aui distressed en you; account,

THE Y. M. C. A.

There is no longer any disposition
to scoff at the Young Men's Christian
Association and among Intelligent
citizens everywhere its potency as an
instrument of personal and civic mo-
rality is gratefully recognized. Dr.
Mabie has not exaggerated its claims
to respect in saying:

"Whatever may have been the de-
fects, either in quality or in manage-
ment of the association in the past,
it has becomo a model of high and
effective organization. It is an ex-Or- t

sion of the religious life which
fits the temper and the need of the
day and it is therefore fundamentally
the right expression of that life. It
is a religion of action, contrast d

sometimes too sharply with the re-
ligion of meditation, but

in spite of its occasional over-
emphasis on action, the religion
which the modern world n Is and
which can do the most for tho re-

demption of the modern world. It
stands for tho broad conception of
life into which the youug man of to-

day is born. It demands the health of
tho body as wall as the health of
the spirit, sanity in r life
as well as Integrity in social and busi-
ness life."

Tho word "sanity" is well applied
to the activities of the association.
It makes no appeal to mawkish senti-
ment, and takes no part in the culti-
vation of a merely emotional religion.
Its business is to foster clean and
wholesome living, to encourage a de-

sire for moral and mental growth
among its members and to put with-
in their reach such means of rational
enjoyment as most of them would
Otherwise lack. It is an admirable in-

stitution, managed on sound prin-
ciples and productive of great results.

New York Tribune.

STATISTICS DO MISCHIEF.

The announcement that the direct-
or of the Taje "commons" has been
obliged to put up the price of meals
to 4J0 a week henceforth aud that
at the old price of a dollar or so less
the college lias lost $20, not) a year,
will doubtless fill the hearts of many
patient housekeepers with unspoken
gratitude. For years the American
housewife has been suffering from the
baleful activity of the man of statis-
tics, who proves conclusively in the
columns of endless periodicals that $."

a week will feed anybody royally, and
that a delightful dinner may be given
for $2.50. including flowers. A period i

cal ostensibly devoted to the Interests
of the American home once published
statistics showing how a man and
wife and two children had lived com-

fortably on $200 a year. The misery
caused by those statistics, over the
whole broad land, was beyond Compu-
tation. Harper s Bazar.

HUMOR TO CURE NERVOUSNESS.

Dr. B. Laquer, of Weisbaden, has
published a pamphlet, upon "The
Proper Nourishment of the Brain,"
in which lie puts forth the opinion
that many medical procedures employ
ed in the treatment of nervous dis-

eases are and should be merely in-

tended as vehicles for the real method
of euro, which is psycho-therapeutica- l.

For nervous debility Dr. Iaquer rec-

ommends light soothing poetry,
Steady, moderate sport, tho observa-
tion of nature and everything which
tends to improve the senses and
muscles. Three main characteristics
of tho physically unstable, he says,
aro abnormally increased self-analysi-

fear and lack of will power.
To combat these he recommends

books of travel, history, biography
and especially humorous works. He
is even kind enough to point out some
of th' brands of humor which ho con-

siders to bo especially adapted to the
soothing of troublesome n rves, and
for those who read Bagllsb only be
pedflei th works of Dickons, .ler-Om-

K. Jerome Mid Mark Twain.
of course, it is not probable that

Dr. Laquer thinks he has exhausted
the subject in bis pamphlet! if h"
Ware to pursue hll studies further he
would probably bo able to furnish
prescriptions for the various kinds
.f nervousness, nr. Lacjaer owes it to

the humorists and to the public to
go ahead with his researches, so that
the WOtid. Btay know what brand.--, of
humor should bo kept on hand and
ready for DBS by the people who are
doing the world's work in this nerve-rachiri- ;

age Chicago Record-Herald- .

TREATMENT OF CONVICTS.

On of tho curious phenomena of
the present day is the auitation which
is being conducted by lhVterm con-

victs for tho virtual abolition of life
Imprisonment. by providing that
those so sentenced shall be liberated
after a fixed number of years of good
conduct. There are doubtless some
ltfe prisoners who arc proper subjects
of clemency, but there is another
Blabs whose members cannot be out
of prison a' week without committing
Crime. The public safety demands
more and noi loss severity to habitual
criminals, and there is grave reason
tq doubt that tho discretion of our
pi son authorities in permitting and
apparently assisting in this appeal to
maaalfn sentiment in favor of a gen-

eral jail delivery. San Franeteco
Chronicle.

"Wheh a man who pretends to your
position so far forgets himself, he
should first olilain iiis own pardon.
He should thou seek to redress the
wrongs caused by his offense. Are
you prepared to do that. Mr, Morris?"

"I don't exactly understand what you
mean, Miss Garden."

"1 will make myself plain," said
Jessie, "l'ou attempted to murder
a young man who resented your in-

sults in a public place, and in the en-

counter you were injured. For years
you have had a Standing reward for
the arrest of this innocent man. Are
yon willing to take steps to absolve
him? .lohn Burt lias been the greater
victim of your conduct."

"But my dear Miss Garden, I haven't
the slightest notion of where he is.
don't you know," said Morris with a
puzzled expression. " 'Pon my word,
I don't. We had a beastly row in
which I got shot, and all the fellows
who were with me say I started it,
and that the pistol went, off in my own
hand. I assure you that I don't re-

member a thing about it. The gov-

ernor offered the reward. I can get
him to withdraw it. and put a notice
in the papers promising that no pros-

ecution shall be made. I'll do any-
thing you say, Miss Garden.-- '

"Publicly announce the withdrawal
of the reward and state that ho will
not. be prosecuted." said Jessie, as if
the matter was merely ono of ab-

stract justice. "And if you are con-

fident that I shall not again be em-

barrassed by your indiscretions I will
try to overlook the past."

"Yon are very good!" he exclaimed,
effusively. "It's more than I deserve,
but you will not regret it, Miss Car-det- t.

My governor and yours aro
mixed up in business, and it's a beast-
ly shame, don't you Know, thai we
Should be at odds. By tho way, I'm
aw fully sorry about the general's finan-
cial troubles. Hope he. pulls out of
them all right, and think ho will. I'm
trying now to make a deal which will
belp him out. And you re not angry
with me now, are you, Miss Carden?
L t's shake hands and call it square?"

Morris extended a clammy hand,
and Jessie, with an inward shudder,
permitted him to clasp h rs for a mo-

ment.
The summer season was at. hand,

and Jessie was looking forward with
pleasure to a sojourn in HinRham.
Arthur Morris had been devoted in
his attentions, and Jessie folt a thril-
ling Wickedness at the tacit oneour-Sg- i

mi ni sh- - had given him.
(To be continued.)

NOT WHAT HE WAS SENT FOR.

Irishman Had Reasoned Well, But
He Was Wrong.

farmer, accompanied by veral
pf hi aired man, weal Into the woods
one morning in the fall of the year
to opt down home tret . Whan about
to begin work U was discovered that
the cant hook had been left behind.
Turning to one of the men. an Irish-
man not very Jong over, the farmer
instructed him to .drive back' to the
farm for the missing tool. The Irish'
msr'jf did not know WbSt ;i cant hook
looked like, bat whs averse to expos
ing his ignorance, so drove off on his
errand, trusting to find some one at
the farm who would enlighten him.

At the barn, however, there was no
one to help him oat of his dilemma.
Casting his eyes abi tit. the place for
thl thing which would bo most likely
to bear the name of ' cant hxh." he
saw a mooley cow with never a sign
of a bam upon its head, ami conclud-
ed it was that ho had been sent for.

Procuring a rope, ha fastened the
I OW to tha rear end of his vehicle ami
exultantly drove back to the woods.

What in Sam Hill have you
there?" shouted the farmer on seeing
Us messenger and the cow. "I sent
you for a (ant hook to use in moving
the logs: what have you brought that
cow for?"

"Be jabcrs. baas,, divil another
thing COald I see around the barn Giat
can't book but this. "Star of Hope.

Chance for Man With Brains.
rush for I rains is still the crv. The

On. . nslnnd i,ovcrnniei:' find that the
prickly pear, a hind of cactus, has
prov d so vigorous a w ed that $25,00o
hr boon offered for a sure means of
radicating it.

May with them in the metropolis, and
to be their guest la Hingham during
th summer.

Gh neral Carden advised her to ac-

cept the invitation, but Jessie had
at. first declared that her place was
with him. and would not listen to his
arguments,

"i have changed my mind about
BUnl Helen's invitation " she said.
later in the evening. "I have de-
cided to go to New York for a few
weeks at. least. 1 believe I can sell
some of my sketches and paintings
there, aud and well. I think it best
to go."

"You are. a .vise little girl, Jessie,"
said General Caiden. "I shall be in
New York nearly as much as In Bos-tou- .

and you will be much happier
there."

A week later Jessie was fondly
greeted by her aunt. Thomas Bishop
belonged to an old New York family,
and was proud to Introduce his beau-
tiful nice: to tho exclusive BOCiety
circles in which the Bishops had been
folcomt

it was at the Cregier reception that
she again met Arthur Morris. For
a moment Morris was unable to speak,
and gaaad at her blankly, first at
Jessie and then at Mrs. CreglSi

"Real'y -- - why, really - why why.
don't yon know, lira, CrCglSI , Mi
('anion and I havo mot before!" he
exclaimed. "In fact why. in fact we
are old acquaintances ; are we not,
41 ('aid B?"

"I recall having met Mr. Morris,"
said Jessie, addressim; In r hoOttSS.

it. was a trying moment for Jessie
Carden. Bcfotl her Stood the man
She bated: Why had fate east him
:e reptile ever crawling across her
path? she leaged to crush tha wm
pout's head with her tiny heel, yet
she knew i lint the snake had cun-ning- ;

sh' knew tanl bet father was
aaaght la his soils. Never antil thai
moment did sho realize the damning
power oi money, or sound tho depth
Of n woman's ha red.

"May 1 say something to yon, Miss
Cardan?' reatured 'Morris. tvc
Wished to talk to you for a long time.
or rather to writ' tomethiug, bat
but let's get out of th's crush so I

can explain myself."
"I do not ciuv I) Ik.ton to you. si"."
"i hog i bear am for mo

mont!" pleaded Morris, as Jessie
turned baaghtily frees him.

sine yon saem daferatiaed to cre-
ate in which I am to bo in-

volved, i prefer the teas conspicuous
li ..race of tlStettiag to you." sho said,
bitterly. Here is a quiet cornet.
Wbst have you to say to mc, sir?"
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